CHAPTER VII

BAD   HABITS

IN September, my favorite, Nanny Harris, returned from
Ireland, where she had resided for some time, and called
several times in St. Albans Street before I knew any thing
of the matter, as the servants had been cautioned respecting
her. But a new one, who had recently come from Dublin
with my cousin John Edwards, upon my coming home one
evening told me that a smart young lady had the instant
before been enquiring for me, and could not then be many
yards from the door. Having ascertained the way she
went, I pursued, soon overtook, and recognised my early
bed fellow. She appeared greatly rejoiced at the meeting,
telling me she had been in Ireland with a man of large
fortune, with whom she continued until his marriage, when
they separated, he presenting her with a couple of hundred
pounds, with which sum in Bank notes as well as a hand-
some and plentiful wardrobe, she sailed for England, and
had been in London one week, during which she had
every day in person, enquired for me in St. Albans Street,
and twice sent Chair-men with notes for me, but the
servants faithful to the charge they had received from my
mother returned the notes and never told me a word of the
visits. This I afterwards learnt was entirely owing to the
zeal of my friend, Molly Jones, all the other maids being
desirous of telling me, from doing which she dissuaded them,
stating Nancy Harris to be a wicked, artful hussej^ whose
object was to ruin me.

" And now my dear Billy," said Nanny, " we are once
more together let's see who shall part us."

She was highly pleased at hearing my father and mother
were abroad, and conducted me to a very comfortable,
neat and well furnished lodging in Berwick Street, Soho,
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